THESEARCH

If Thou liked not even to kiss,
Why not, Darling! play Thy Flute ?
Though my closed eyes Thee would miss,
Yet Thy Music my ears would glut!
If Thou wished not Thy Flute to play,
Couldn'st Thou at least walk so slow
On the path of dust and clay,
That I perchance feel Thy glow !
JL his would wake me up, O ! then
When Thou went to the distant end,
To have a glimpse of my loving Friend,
And Thy yellow robe's vanishing end!!
lout Thou passed me quickly so,
Silently on Thy tender toe,
This from the Marks, Dear! I can know
Thou passed this Way, Westward Ho!